
sumrER.
Lol UT Sammer, swarthy in tbe sun

lies ranting, jwith bare breasts, upon tbo

Swathing her limbs In hazes warm and dun,
wncre apicnaors into iuky epicnuont run.

And feultry glory all tbo heavens o'erfllls.

3vt a white dimple btlrs among tho corn,
not a low nppio

leavwi
Unto, wrapped

thl era through

n gold and crimson gleams
unnoni,

Oaine, Hashing through the cast, tbe regal
mum,

Jfn throated twitttxlngs pnrglc around the
cave

Hooded In sunny silence sleep the kinc;
In languid murmurs brooUeta float and

flow;
TOequaint f&rm gublcsintherlch light shine.
And round them Jasxufned honeysuckles

twine.
And close beside them aun flowers burn

and blow

Amid the growing heat I lay me down.
And into vision w arms the moted air;

GlAAina tip before me many a famous town,
111 lard and crested with a rezal crown

the

Outtihimmcring in an orient, purple glare.

IoI lowly Ta'lmor, burning in IU atands
liaalbcck and liabj Ion; I bee blow streams
Gliding by moaque and minaret see the

gleaiBH,
O, aeaa In nut hi t eltpa or btand4.

And drow y jlagdad buried deep in dreams;

See swarthy monarch flushed in purple
ring

Of blli.cn courtiers; through half open
uoors

Oatch the bplce odor, and the cool of springs
Leaving forever in a maze of wings

he light form dancing o er pearly floor

Mcentng seraglio. plre and tremulous dome
Winking in drowsy splendor all tbe day-S-ee

forest haunts, where thick tbe lions roam.
See thirsty panthera.bpbaaaed in bloody foam.

trap lerniuc a iignminga on meir pre ;

Or stand with Cortez on a mountain peak
Above the Aztec city see unrolled

Gmx threaded shoriM of Montezuma weak-S- ee
tbo whitu U mplos swarming thick and
sleek

And sunny utreeU atrctch up by towers of
gold.

See silken sails float by, ambrosial,
lden with spices, up a Pernian glen;

Or stand on Lebanon, 'mid the cedars tall.
Or bear the soft and silver fall

Of water dow n a Jut of Darien.

But lot a waking shiver In the trees.
And voic 'mid the hay cocks in tbo glen;

Bc suu is wtttng; and the crimson seas
Are shaken into splendor liy the breize.

And all the busj world is up again t
London Mhrruntm.

THE JEWEL-CAS-

"I shall not be gono mora than a
week, Meta," said Mrs. Darkcdale,
" and of course I feel that I can leave
erery thing in your charge, without the
least anxiety."

"Of course you may, Mrs.Darkedale,"
aid Meta, a flush of gratified pride

mantling her check.
" One fa or, however, I must ask,"

added Mrs. Darkedale, "and that is, that
you will not receive any company during
Bay absence."

She looked keenly at Meta Gray.
The girl colored deep scarlet.
"I suppose you mean the Fenleys,"

said she, not without some constraint in
her manner; " I do not expect to sec
them while you arc gone."

" Very well," returned Mrs. Darke-
dale; "you are a good girl, Meta, and
I think I may trust you."

Mrs. Darkcdale w as the relict of an
East Indian merchant, who had left her
widowed and childless in the world about
two years previously.

Meta Gray was a distant relatit e, w ho
had come to the Darkcdale housc,partly
because her cousin's widow had written
her a cordial invitation, and parly be- -
caascsne nail nowhere else to go.

She was a pretty, enthusiastic young
creature, who had somewhat strange
ideas of the world, and who rather
despised the promising wholesale grocer
whom Mrs. Darkdale had selected as an
eligible match for her, because he was a
wholes uo grocer.

" Sgar and raisins are so vulcar,"
said Meta, turning up her pretty h'tlc
nose.

" No more so than stocks and bonds,"
retorted Mrs. Darkcdale.

And, much to tbe good lady's vexa-
tion, Meta persisted in selecting for her
bosom friend a dashing damsel, called
Eudora Fcnlcy, who fitted dresses and
trimmed bonnets in a strictly pri ate
fashion, and bad a poetical brother who
gave guitar leisons.

Meta Gray was not often obstinate,
but this was one of the few occasions on
which Mrs. Darkcdale got, as she her-
self phrased it, " thoroughly out of pa-
tience with the child."

" I believe they hate bewitched her,1'
said Mrs. Darkedale. "However, I'll
gar no more about it. Perhaps the fan

worst thing in the world to fan a flame."
So Mrs. Darkcdale went awav to her

friend's sick bed, and left Meta Gray in
possession, with only old Hannah, tbe
maid, to share the honors. It was a
novel and rather a pleasant responsibil- -

it to order the dinner and decide on tuo
dessert; and, when that was settled,
Meta went up stairs to " tidy up " Mrs.
Darkedale s room, straighten the gui-
pure lace cot crlct and put away the va-
rious articles that the 20od lady had left
scattered on chairs, sofa and dressing-tabl-e

in her haste of preparation.
As jlcta lolded up a cashmere scan

something dropped w ith a clink on the
floor.

"Mrs. Darkedale's keys!" she ex
claimed aloud.

It was true.
The little biinch had somehow caught

on the fringe of the searf and got jerked
out of the old I.ul) 's pocket, and she
had gone off without them.

Meta was still looking at them, and
pondering to herself Mrs. Darkedale's
consternation at discovering their loss,
when there came a soft tap at the door,
and .Miss renley rustled in,
Dnnging wmi ncr a general impression
of sparkling bugles and fluttering rib
bons, and a decided odor of patchouli.

"Eudora!" exclaimed the girl.
"How you did start-!- said Eudora,

with an affected little giggle. "No, I
didn't ring. Hannah was cleanins tie
door-step- s, and I jut slipped in and
came straight up here, as I didn't find
you in the parlor hat's that you
iiatu myuur jiauur iveysr" Yes," said Meta, " Mrs. Darkedale's
keys. She has gone off and forgotten
them. See here's tbe key of the china
closet, and this big one locks the silver
beauffct, and here's the wardrobe key,
and the little one with the gilded top
belongs to the jewel-box- ."

"The jewel box," said Eudora, with
sparkling ejes. " Oh, Meta, that will
be the very thing! I am going to a
ball night, and I've a pink
satin dress and wreath, and a set of im-
itation jewels. Oh, if I could only w ear
real ones, just this once. Only for one
etening, and Mrs. Darkcdale would
never know it. I've always heard that
hers are such beauties!"

Meta turned pale and red.
" Oh, Eudora, I dire not!"
" 'Where would be the harm?" boldly

demanded the milliner and dressmaker.
No one would be injured, and I should

be be -o proud. Mrs. Darkdale neter
wears the stones a regular old miser,
she is. And you'tc always told me,
Meta," with a sentimental accent, "that
you lot ed me."

" And so I do," faltered poor Meta.
"And jou won't grant me this one

favor so trifling a one, too? Oh, Me-
ta, what wouldn't I do for you?"

Slowly Meta unlocked the jewel-cas-

a square box of inlaid wood, which oc-

cupied one of the shcltes of Mrs. Dark-dale- 's

wardrobe.
"There can be no harm in looking at

them, at all events," thought she.
Mrs. Dark-dal-e kept her costly and

antique jewelry in a ruby vclt et case.
w orn and tarnished by age, in one cor
ner, and Meta had but iust taken ui
this case when old Hannah knocked at
the door.

nan.

If you please, miss," said she.
" There's a lady below wbo desires to
see you immediately."

Eudora held out both hands,

" Only for one night, Meta," she urg-
ed. "I'll be personally responsible.
Dear Meta, please."

Meta Gray hositated in an agony of
perplexity.

Hannah knocked again.
" She's in a hurry, miss," said Han- -

"There, take them," cried Meta,
pushing the case into Eudora's hand,
" and oh, be careful of them! I ought
not to let you hate them, I knawl
ought not, but yes, yes, Hannah, I am
coming:

And, relocking the jewel-bo- x and
wardrobe, she dropped the keys into
her pocket and hastened down stairs,
followed by the exultant Eudora Fenley.

i ne lauy whose haste was so imme
diate nroted to be only a noor friend nf
the Darkcdales, and when she had taken
a reluctant leave our poor little heroine
found herself with abundant leisure to
reflect over w hat she had done.

"Oh, how wronirit was of me!" she
thought, with remorse and amruish.
" But she will bring them back again

cy will wear it-e-lf out after awhile and I and then I will never, netcr
I've alw ays heard that opposition is tee I let them go out ot my hands again."

Meanwhile, Miss Eudora Fenley,
speeding homeward, like an arrow out
ola bow, found herseu checked at a
street corner by the gentleman who gave
guitar les-o- and wore his hair curling
down on his neck.

"Well," said he, in a low, imperious
voice, " hat o you got it?"

"I hate got no money."
A smothered execration burst from

bctw cen his lips.
"Hush," said Eudora, impatiently.

" Do hear me out. I said I had no
money; neither have I, but I'te got bet-
ter than that, Mrs. Darkedale's jewels."

She owned a fold of her dress iust
wide enough for him to perceit e, in the
depths of her pocket, the tarnished red
velvet case.

His face brightened.
"Good," ho said, briefly; "ou're

clever. 15ut don't go home. Our little
plans are discovered ; the police are on
the scent. I've got all the valuables.
such as they are and, with your wind--
lall, we can go where we please."

After this little insiirht into the private
life and com creation of Mr. Oswald Fen-
ley and his accomplished sister, our
readers may readily conjecture that
Miss Eudora did not return the next
morning with Mrs. Darkedale's jewel-cas- e

in her hand.
Meta w aited until towards night, mak-

ing all due allowance for Eudora Fen-ley- 's

fatigue after a night of merry
making, and men, with throbbing heart,
and strange, t ague fears bectting her
brain, hurried to the pritate dress-
making and millinery establishment.

But, to her dismay, the apartments
were vacated, and " To let" stared her
in the face, wafcred on the panels of the
door.

" A bad lot, miss," said the landlady,
indignantly shaking her head; "and if
I'd any idea of what they was like I'd

my rooms stand pmnlr nfnm Vil
'em to them. Why, miss, the

police was here yesterday, and it seems
they're a w ell known confidence pair
and me out of a quarter's rent into the
bargain!"

"Hut where hate they gone?" gasped
Meta.

"That's what I'd like to know my
self," said the landlady ; " and hat the
police means to find out, too."

Meta Gray went bomc with her heart
feeling like lead within her.

For an instant she, too, felt almost in
clined to follow the example of Miss
rumey itnu uer guuar-pnyin- g uroiner,
and disappear mtstcriously.

For now how could she ever face
Mrs. Darkcdale after this?

And Meta cried herself to sleep, not
only that night, but every night for a
week.

" I'm afraid it don't agree with you
to be left alonc,mis," said old Hannah,
mmi-itite- lt scanning her toung iuli- -
tress's w an face and tear-s-w ollen et elids.
" But there's one comfort Mrs. Darkc
dale will soon be home now."

" YeV feebly assented Meta.
But she didn't appear to brighten up

very much at the immediate prospects
of this " comfort."

Mrs. Darkedale came at last.
" Why, Meta," said she, " what's the

matter? My poor child, you are as pale
as a "host ; and you've been crying,
too. lias any thing happened?"

" Yes," said Meta, striving to brace
herself up for the confession which she
knew-mu--t be made. "You left your
keys!"

"I know- - it," said Mrs. Darkcdilc,
quietly. " I missed them before I had
been gone an hour."

"And and I lent your jewels to Eu- -
dori Fenley. She only wanted to bor-
row them for one night to go to a ball.
I know I did wrong, but she coaxed
them from me before I knew what I was
about. And she has disappeared ; and

and, Mrs. Darkedale, the jewels are
gone! Canyoucter, ever forgive me?
Will jou allow me to work for you, like
a servant, until I hate made restitu-
tion?"

And Meta sank on her knees at the
old lady's feet, with streaming eyes and
toiee choked with sobs.

Mrs Darkedale put out ber hand and
stroked the girl's hair kindly.

"My dear," said she, "don't fret.
There's not so much harm done after
all. There would have been if the
jewels had been in their case, but they
were not."

"Not in their case?"
"No." said Mrs. Darkedale. "I

took" them out wishing to show them to
fnend of mine, a leweler. who pro

posed to reset them. I left the case be- -

cause it was too cumbersome to
Ther are now bcinz reset."

cany.

Meta drew a long breath of relief.
Miss Fenley had been cheated of 'her

booty, after all, then, and had disap-
peared with only an empty case.

" Bui I was just as much to blame as
if they had been in the casket," the
uttered sadly.

" Wlijt yes," said Mrs. Darkcdale."only tour los has not been nuit
expensive a one; awl my jewels are safe.'i jieui, iay Lins to iiean, and don't
let's" ever speak of it again."

And at the end of the tear, wlio
Meta Gray married the young hero of
the coffee and sugar trade, Mrs. Darke-dal- e

marked her estimation of Mci'
character by giting her, a a wedding
present, part of the jewels.

"lor she is a good girl," said Mrs.
Darkcdale, " and she has chosen well
and w iscly."

The Story of Ternmseh and the l'rophet
Repeated.

The Nez 1'crces Indian outbreak in
Idaho seems to be the story of Tecum-sehandt-

l'rophet over again. Tho
Tecuniseh of this new Indian crusade is
called Joseph, and the l'rophet is Smo-hall- a,

"the dreamer," who, with fiery
eloquence, is stirring the hearts of the
Indians to a final desperate effort for
supremacy over the white man. The
pretext of the outbreak is a grievance
dating back 20 tears, when the Govern-
or of Washington Territory, in treating
with the Nez Tcrecs, refu'ed to recog-
nise the herditary chief and elevated a
cunning and tractable Indian to the
chieftainship. Joseph, the present chief
of the tribe, is son of a chief by the same
name, ruler of an auxiliary clan, who
was much dissatisfied with the old trea-
ty, and the thirst for vengeance smoth-
ered in the father's breast has broken
forth into bloody deeds bv the hands of
his son.

But a powerful element in tho nnris--
ing has been the insidious teachings of
Smohalla, the Prophet. For years he
nas oeen instilling a new faith or super
stition among the restless, credulous
brates of all that region. In his youth
Smohalla had been taught br tho mis
sionaries, but what he had teamed from
them was cunningly u-- by him not to
make known to his benighted brethren
the Satior of the world, but to set him
self up as the savior of the red-ma-

The story of Gideon and his band was a
Bible lesson of tbe missionaries that
most deeply impressed itself npon
Smohalla's memory. This was the
legend oftenest used by him to inspire
the savages to deeds of unparalleled
valor against great odds. Gideon's
band, reduced from many thousands to
only 300, overcame the myriad hosts of
the Midianites. The whites are the
Midianitcs; they are powerful in num-
bers, but the own chosen few,
the Indians themselves, should yet tri-
umph and drive them from the land.
At one time Smohalla was arrested and
compelled to desist from spreading his
incendiary doctrines, but of late ho has
been preaching with renewed zeal aid
snecess, and has at last achicted the on-
slaught for which he has so ardently
toiled.

The cardinal points of Smohalla's
doctrine arc, that his follower's must be
"wild Tndiflrw " nnt cnlimittinn. (n iLo
practice of any of the arts of ci vifization ;
they must not tolerate the white man
or hate any intercourse with him save
that necessary to buy arms and ammu-
nition ; they must not co upon any res
ervation, and they must atoid churches
and school-house- s as so many snares of
the det il. Chief Joseph, w ho is now in
the prime of manly vigor. Is Smohalla's
devoted dieiple and willing tool. He
scorus the white man, and despises the
Indian who will tamely submit to peace
withjiim. He has a following of 1,000
warriors, well armed and long antici-
pating war, aud, from the nature of the
country and its sparsely settled condi-
tion, lus subjugation promises to be te-

dious and extremely ditlidult. Snrina- -
field Republican.

Who is there that has not sat on the
front steps with a certain one, while the
whole landscape was bathed in a flood
of silvery light, and dreamed that the
fabled Utopia had been given to the
earth. Yet what a commonplace prosi-ne- ss

surrounds the same place when She
is seen scrubbing them the next morn
ing, her skirts all suds and wearing a
pair of gum shoes, with her little broth-
er's straw- - hat. Vhiladelphia Herald.
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